THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

In the morning quietude of the bar I consulted the
manageress.

"I'm enjoying myself so much here/' I said.

"We're so glad."

"I've got into the habits of the place."

"There are worse."

"If I go on with that horse there will only be the same
old troubles. Big roads swarming with traffic and too
hard for trotting. Side-roads with inns off the telephone,
no stabling, and fodder to be fetched."

"Sure to be. Nobody expects horses now and the
roads aren't made for them."

"Do you know what I think I'll do? That horse is very
fond of his home. I believe I'll telegraph and tell them
that I want him boxed back."

"Why don't you?" said she.
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